T Vink o on the pain thy mother haz, 
$7267 thee Lo like; 
Fear Go d wi 90 know thy letret though 
and lock thou make no firife, 
Aiſit the ft ſick with caretulneſs, 
the Pꝛiloneis grief conſtder, 
Shew pitty to the fatherleſs, 
and God will thee deliver. 


Help fill to right the widdows wong, 
remember ſtill thine end, 

Do thou ſhalt never do amiſs, 
noꝛ wil kully offend : 

Truſt not a reconciled friend, 
moe then an open foe, 

Who toucheth pitch, (all be degl' d, 
take heed thou do not lo. 


Take not a wife that wanton is, 
and full of ſhamekul woꝛds, 
The flattering of an hozlot is, 
at length moꝛe ſharp then Swozde 
Caſt not thy love on tuch a one, 
whole [09:is can thee allure, 
In every face where beauty is, 
the heart's not always pure. 


A woman fafr and undilcreet 
is like a Ring of Gold, 

The which in a lwines ſnout is let, 
unleemly to bcheld : 

The malice of iewd women ſhun, 
{62 they will thee deſtroy, 

Pate her that doth on every man, 

let her delight and joy. 


From others let thy p2aiſe pꝛoceed, 
boaſt not thy ſelf in ought : 

And do not hear a flattering tongue, 
thereby much ill is wzought : 
The child that doth his Parents rob, 

and counteth it no ſin, 
A vile deſtroper he is deem'd, 
and ſhall no favour win. 
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Tozredien bungech wildom ſaund, 
fools hate g gos 2 counkel vill, 

mother much, 
that's tel fs have his will: 

The good mans path ſhines as the light 
that beaut ifies the day, 
The wicked know not where they walk, 
fo) dar 51 is their way. 
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Put far rem thee a froward Pouth, 
a llandersus tongue is il, 

And do not thou an envious mind, 
in any wile fulfill. 

A Yarlot brings a man te beg, 
in her is found no truth, 

In gladnels thereto2e live and dye, 
with the wile of thy pouth. 


Much babling bꝛeedeth great offence, 
he that ſpeaks leaſt is wiſe, 

Gods blefing only makes menrith, 
f:om thence all jovs arſe. 

Better is little fearing God, 
then bags of gold got ill, 

And better is one bit of bzead, 
then a kat Tx with ill will. 


Cho bꝛooks no warning hates his Coil; 
true age wozſhip aright, 
A patient man kar better is 
then one indued with might. 
Pans crodit comes by doing good, 
an humble mind indeed 
Is better then a Lyar proud, 
from whence vain bꝛags pꝛoceed. 


By this dear childzen you may learn, 
dow £0 direct your waps, , 
To God, to Pꝛince, to Commesn-wea!fh, 
whereon your welfare ſtays. 
Punt well in pour remembzance, 
the Leſſons J have ſbown, 
Then Gall you live in happy ſlate. 
when J am dead and gone. 
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